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* To Shun theſe ills that threat my hoary head, 
* ſeck in foreign lands precarious bread; 

* Dn whatſover coaſt I may be thrown, © 
No lord can ule me harder than my own.” 
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To which is added, 
DR. SMOLLET 's ODE 
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ADFERTISEMENT. 


The following very beautiful and pathetic Poem, the 
Produftion of the Honourable HENRY Ersxint, 
was emen upon occaſion of the frequent Emigrations 
from Scotland, more eſpecially from the Hightands, 
That the publication of it may tend to heighten and 
to diffuſe that ſpirit of benevolence and humanity, 
toavards our diſtreſſed | countrymen, which feems at- 
preſent to be ae E,, is the deſign of its preſent 
" publiceticn.== And it is earneſtly to be wiſhed, that 
it may promote the good end for which it it no pre- 
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ſentell to the put l; fs 4 


65 fie t . ＋ it appeared, fome lime ago, in 4 mulilated 
form, the frefe nl ts printed from that done a Fer- 
lien of the amiable and difiingui Ge author, and 

. vill & ford the reader male Hledſure, when be 
14 affured 4 il at ut T7 entir Co, | * | 
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EMIGRANT. 


« Nor patriae fines, et dulcia linguimus arva, 
Nos patriam fagimas —"* „ VIRGIL. 


©« Fe leave our country and our native plains.” 


F AST by 33 of a moſſy BY 

That wandered, gurgling down a heath clad' bil. 
An antient e ſtood, oppreſs'd with woe, 
And ey'd the ocean's flood that foam'd below; 5 
Where, gently rocking on the rifing tide, 5 
A ſhips unwonted form was ſeen to ride, 
Unwonted, well I ween ; for ne'er before, 

Had touch'd one keel, the ſolitary ſhore ; 

Nor had the ſwain's rude footſteps ever ſtray'd, 
Beyond the ſhelter of his native ſhade. 

His few remaining hairs were filver grey, 

Aud his rough face had ſeen a butter day. 
Around him, bleating, ſtray'd a ſcanty flock, 
And a few goats o*erhung the neighbouring rock. 
Ove faithful dog his forrows ſcem'd to ſhare, 
Aud trove with many trick to caſe his care. 
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1 
While o'er his furrow'd cheeks, the ſalt drops ran, 
He tun'd his ruſtic reed, and thus began: | 
Farewell ! farewell! dear Caledouia's ftrand, 

60 Jr though thou be, yet fill my native land, 

% Exil'd from thee I ſeek a foreign ſhore, 
Friends, kindred, country, to bebold no more: 
« By hard oppreſſion driv'n, my helpleſs age, 5 
« That ſhould c*er now have left life's buſtling ſtage, 
« fs forc'd the ocean's boiſt'rous brealt to brave, 

In a far, foreign, land to ſeek a grave. 


« And muſt I leave thee then, my little cot 
% Mine and my father's poor, but happy, lot, 
© Where I have paſs'd in innocence away 
« Year after year, till age has turn'd me grey? — 


„ Thou, dear companion of my happier life, 
« Now to the grave gone down, my virtuous wife, 
« *P'was bere you rear'd with fond maternal pride, 
„Five comely ſons: three for their country died! 
« Two ſtill remain, ſad remnant of the wars, 
: % Without one mark of honour but their ſcars ; 
They, live to ſee their fire denied a grove, 
| In lands his much lov'd children died to fave : 
« Yet flill in peace and ſafety did we live, 
„ In peace and ſafety more than wenlth can give. 
% My two remaining boys with fturdy hands, | 
„ Rear'd the ſcant produce of our niggard lands: 
66 Senn as it was, no more our hearts deſir'd, 
« No more from us our gen'rous lord wy * 5 
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“ But ab, ſad change ! thoſe bleſſed days are rg 5 
% And peace, content, and ſafety charm no more. 
« Another lord now rules thoſe wide domains, 
« The avaricious tyrant of the plains, +... EL. 
« Far far from hence he revels life away. 
„ Tn guilty pleaſures, our poor means muſt pay,  » 
„% The moſſy plains, the mountains barren brow, + 
« Muſt now be tortur'd by the-rearing plow, 
« And, ſpite of nature, erops be taught to riſe 
„Which to theſe northern climes'wite Heav'a denies, 
„In vain, with ſweating brow and weary hands, 
We ftrive to earu the gold our lord demands, 
„While cold aud hunger, and the dungeon 2 
66 Await our failure as its certain doom. 
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«© To ſhun theſe ills that 3 my hw head, 
I ſeek in foreign lands precarious bread z _ * 
* Forc'd, tho' my helpleſs age frofn guilt be Pann 

« The pangs of baniſh'd felons to eudure TY, 

«© A d all becauſe theſe hands have vainly wo 'd, 

« To force from art what nature has deny'd;z | 
0 Becauſe my little all will not ſuffice, BO 0 2 
« To pay tht infatiate claims of avarice, 


In vain, of richer climates I am told, 'Y 
„Whole hills are rich.in gems, whoſe ftreams are gold, | 
] am contented here, I ne'er have ſeen, _— 
« A vale more fertile, nor a hill more green, | 
Nor would I leave this ſweet, though humble cot, 
« To ſhare the richeſt monarch's envied lo. 


"TM ) 
« O! would to 3 th' alternative were mine, 


„% Abroad to thrive, or here in want to pine, 
& Soon. would I chuſe : but e'er to-morrow's fun, 
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1 Has o' er my head his radient journey run, 5 
1 ſhall be robb d, by what they JUSTICE cal, 

; „ Bylegal ruffians, of my little all: 

| 4 « Driv'n out to hunger, nakedneſs and grief, 

4 &« Without one pitying hand to bring relief. | 

[i „ Then come, oh! ſad alternative to chuſe, 0 
n « Come, baniſhment. I will no more refuſe, 


% Go where I may, nor billows, rocks, nor wind, 
4 Can add of horror to my tortur d mind, 


% On what ſoever coaſt I may be thrown ; . ws 
& No lord can uſe me harder than my own ; — 
« Even they who tear the limbs and drink the gore, 


Of yi rg s, what can they do more? 
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& For thee, infatiate chief ! whoſe ruthleſs hw: 6s 
& For ever drives me from my native land: 
% For thee I leave no greater curſe behind, 
* Than the fell bodings of a guilty mind; 

Or what were harder to a foul like thive, 
To find from avarice thy wealth decline. 


« For you my friends, and neighbours, of the vale, 
| „ Who row with kindly tears my. fate bewail, 

* Soon may our king, whoſe breaft paternal bloss, 
© With tendereft feelings, for his peoples woes, 

& So0n may the raters of this might and, 


17 0 eue your ſorrow's ſtretch the belping band. 


DR RR Wo Bos 
« Elſe ſoon, too ſoon, your hapleſs ths ſhall be... 
« Like me 1 fuller, to depart hike me. 


10 On your dear native land from whence I pen, 


© Rett the beſt bleſſing of a broken heart, 

If in ſome future hour, the foe ſhould laud 
His hoſtile legions on Britannia's ſtrand, 
May the not then th” alarum ſound in vain, _ 
Nor miſs her baniſhed thouſands on the PR | 


« Feed on my ſheep, f for though Fer d of Mes 
« My ervel foes {hail your protectors be, | 
« For their own fakes, (hall pen your firaggling flocks, 
And fave your lambkius from the rav'ning fox. 


« Feed on my goats, another now ſhall drain, 
« Your ſtreams that heul diieaſe and ſoften pain; 
« No frreams alas! can ever ever flow, 
« To heal your maſter's heart, or ſoothe his woe. 


« Feed on my flocks, ye harmleſs people feed, 
« "Phe worſt that ye can ſuffer is to bleed. 
„O! that the murderer's ſteel were all my fear! 
« How fondly would I ſlay to periſh here 
» Put hark } my lons loud call me from the vale, 
% And lo !: the veſſcl ſpreads her ſw cling ſal, 
„% Farewell Farewel !”.— A while his bangs he wrungs 
And er his crook in Marni ſorrow hung, 
Then caſting many a ling ring look behind, 8 
Dew the Reep muuntain's . began to u ind. Eh 


| ODE TO LEVENWATER. 


| ON Leven's banks, while free to rove, 
And tune the rural pipe to love, | 
I envy'd not the happieſt wann 
That ever trode th* Arcadian plain. 
Pure ftream ! in whoſe tranſparent wave 
My youthful limbs I wont to lave; 
No torrents ſtain thy limpid ſource, 
No rocks impede thy dimpling courſe, 
That ſweetly warbles o'er its bed, 
With white, round, poliſh'd pebbles ſpread ; 
While, lightly pois'd the ſcaly brood 
In myriads cleave thy cryſtal flood. 
The ſpringing trout, in ſpeckÞd pride; 
The' ſalmon, monarch of the tide; oy ho 
I be ruthleſs pike, intent on war; 358 N . 
The filver ec] and mottled par 
Devolving from thy parent lake, RIS] Z 
A charming maze thy waters make, i l 4 
By bow'rs of birch, and groves of pine, 3 | 
And hedges, flow'r'd with eglantine, 
Still on thy banks, ſo gaily green, 
May num'rous herds ang flocks he | ſeen ; | | 
And laſſes, chanting o er the pail | = 
And ſhepherds, piping in the dale; 5 
And antient faith, that knows no guile, 
And induſtry imbrown'd with toil; & 
And hearts reſolv'd, and hands prepar'd, 
The 8 855 they enjoy to guard! £95 
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